AT  THE   KAABA                       161

pronunciation. Despite numerous invitations I never-
theless did not try this means of enlarging my linguistic
gifts.

The Matof still kept slowly chanting and still I re-
peated his words. Now we had made the circuit of the
Temple and once again the stone had to be kissed.
Seven times did I walk round the relic, and seven times
did I put my mouth to it. The whole ceremony lasted
about three quarters of an hour.

Relaxing a little bit after the strain, the guide declared
that we must now run the way which Hagar took when
the Almighty caused a spring to flow and thereby saved
her son Ishmael from death by thirst. Mecca stands
in the valley where my co-religionists believe this event
to have happened, and the actual fountain, called
"Zamzam," bubbles from the desert soil in a little
building adjoining the Kaaba.

Hagar, when she found the well, hurried to the place
where her child, the founder of the Arabic race, had
fallen to die, and carried him towards the water. Every
pilgrim must run along the path which the noble woman
covered on that occasion. Mahomed Salie began a
trotting stride from the Kaaba, across the Haram,
down several curving streets of the town and up steep
steps, singing prayers all the time. I panted after him
in the heat, and presently reached a kind of platform
possessing ruined walls as of an ancient temple. During
Hagar's time no steps existed here, only the steep,
scorched rocks of the wilderness. To-day houses surround
crumbling structure, photographs have never yet